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Not So Invisible Touch 


Sometimes it felt like Tony spent forever playing his keyboards; especially when you were feeling as frisky as 
you do right now. 


When you knock softly on the door to the room where Tony practices, you receive no answer; he must not 


have heard. You enter the room and shut the door behind you. 

"Hello, darling," he smiles, looking up as he plays an almost melancholy chord, "how are you?" 
"Im alright," you say, walking closer. 

"Are the keyboards too loud? | can turn them down," he moves to do just that 


"No, no, they aren't," you reply, running your finger along the edge of one of his synthesizers. You aren't at all 
surprised that no dust comes off-- he always keeps neat and tidy. 


He sits down again with his head slightly cocked, but he continues to play. "Do you need anything?" 


You lick your lips, just a bit, dawdling on the answer, "Hmm.. Do you?" 


He pauses. "I think I've got everything | need right here," he says with a small gesture, just a tad confused on 


how you're acting. 


"Are you sure?" You run your fingers down the shirt you're wearing-- one of his-- and unbutton the top 


three buttons slowly. 
"Well... | wouldn't mind something extra," he smirks, now caught on to how you're feeling. 


You share his smirk as the last of the buttons are undone. You let the shirt fall gently off your shoulders to 


show you aren't wearing a bra 

Tony leans back a bit, his trousers feeling rather tighter. He unzips them to alleviate the strain 

You run your hands lightly down your body, outlining the curves in your breasts to the curve of your waist. 
As your hands reach lower, you turn around languidly. You easily pull down your shorts, your panties going 
along with them. Gracefully, you bend over, your hands moving downward still 

With the same fluidity, you straighten yourself back up, your hands moving backwards along the invisible trails 
they made. When you turn to face Tony again, you see he has his cock gripped firmly in his hand, pumping it 
casually. 

"Are you enjoying this?" you ask with a foxy tone. 

"Mm, | am," he replies, "but | think l'd enjoy it more if you came over here." 

You smirk and saunter over to him, behind the keyboard, your hips swaying, "Yes?" 

Leisurely, he glides his warm hand up your thigh, moving inwards. Your breath hitches just slightly as his soft 
fingers flick gently across your clit. Watching your expression, he lets two of his fingers slide up your very 
slick vagina, slipping them in effortlessly. 

Hearing your sigh of relief reminds him of how aroused he is, and he starts again to stroke his hard-on. Of 
course, you weren't going to let him take all the work, you nimbly replace his hand with your own on his stiff 


cock. 


With his thumb rubbing fluently around your clit, he starts to work his fingers; in and out, slowly at first. You 


can't help but whimper when his fingers brush against that sensitive spot. 
"Does that feel good?" he smirks, starting to increase his speed. 


You nod quickly as you pump his cock, matching his pace. 


"Fuck, | love your hands," he breathes, his fingers working carefully, but diligently. 
"Tony." you lean your head back as you feel your orgasm coming on. 
He moves faster, feeling you clench around his fingers, coming closer to the edge himself. 


Biting your lip and curling your toes in the carpet, your orgasm washes over you, heating up your whole body. 
Enjoying your waves of pleasure, you don't forget speed up your hand around Tony's cock 


Letting out a low moan, he finishes within seconds of you; his come sputtering onto the keyboard just inches in 


front of him. 


You both hold still for a moment, letting the aftershocks of your orgasms take their time. Once you're able to 


catch your breath, you give him a sly smile. 
"Your synthesizer isn't quite so tidy anymore." 
He stands up and tugs you into his arms, apparently ready to continue on in the bedroom. 


"It ll have to wait." 


